Chapter 1: Cosplayers




I walked into the convention center, letting my eyes take in the bright colors on printed paper, my ears taking in the rumblings of deals being made, and my nose taking in the smell of days without showering.

My body drifted away from the comics themselves, and to the figurines. These were more my thing. Flashy sculptures of characters and scenes for all to see.

I grabbed a Steve Harrington Funko Pop. A rare one. I examined the paint job, along with the box. It seemed in okay condition. I gave the man at the table thirty dollars, and claimed my prize.

I let myself drift away from the tables, and to the cosplayers for a while, which I don't usually do. Then, someone caught my eye. Steve Harrington?

A man with near identical hair and outfit stood there, bat over his shoulder. He started to walk past me. I had to say something.

"Steve?" I said.
The man paused, and looked at me with a small laugh.
"Yeah, that's me." He said, awkwardly.
"Is it really?" I questioned.
"Uh, yep." He said, rubbing his arm with his free hand.

A pause.

"Do you, uh, want a picture?" He asked.
"Yeah, of course." I replied.

I grabbed out my phone, and he posed with me. I snapped the photo, and we looked at each other once more in silence.

"Well, nice meeting you." He said, starting to walk away.
"Wait, how have you been lately?" I asked.
"Do I know you?" He questioned.
"Of course, you're Steve!" I said, confused.
"Uh, yeah, uhm..." He said, with a nervous, uncomfortable laugh.

A pause.

"Yeah, I've been fighting, uh, De-mo-gorgons a whole lot?" He said, trying to pronounce the word correctly.
"Cool, yeah, cool." I replied.

A small pause.

"Can I join the party?" I asked, nervously.
"...There's always room in the party." He said, having lost all enjoyment in his voice by now.

"All registered cosplayers, come to booth eleven in five minutes." A voice over a loudspeaker said.
"Well, see ya." He said, pointing to the ceiling, as if pointing to a speaker, looking relieved.
"When can I meet you to join the rest of the party?" I asked, confused.
"Dude, I gotta go." He said, sternly.
"But when?" I asked again.
"It was a joke. Sorry, man." He said, walking away now.

I grabbed his sleeve, and he turned to look at me, annoyed.

"Steve..." I started to say.
"I'm not Steve Harrington, all right? It's just a costume." He snapped.

A pause.

"Look, I know people can get attached to characters, but you shouldn't harass random people at convention centers, or anywhere, actually. You know, me and my friends have to deal with this...shit...all the time. It would be cool if you would just, like, leave us alone. 'Say hi, cool costume,' and then leave. Leave us be. Let us just...have fun. We're people too. REAL people." He said, locking eyes with me in silence for a while more afterwards.

He walked away without further comment, leaving my mind to snap back to reality.





Chapter 2: Adventure





I stood there, processing what just happened. I slipped again, didn't I? Even if it was just a little, I slipped. He wasn't REALLY him. I know that, don't I?

I walked out of the center without looking at any of the other tables. I had my wristband in, I could walk back anytime.

What if it was him? What if he was lying, he was keeping himself secret? I should go back. I should see.

No, bad idea. You're just having delusions again. Stay out here.

Well, it wouldn't hurt to double check. I'm already waking back anyway.

My feet were already planted up on the stage, watching them walk out, one by one, these people that brought fiction to life. All of my fantasies come true. I waited for him. I waited for my Steve.

He showed up. He was just like him. He was perfect.

I smacked myself in the face, hard. I got a few looks. What did they care about? I can smack myself if I want to. I'm fine. I'm sane.

Just like that, he was gone. Off the stage, back to who knows where. What if I could find him? 

I couldn't help myself. I was already halfway through the center again, searching for his flowing hair. What if he left? What if I scared him? What if he hates me? What if he wants to kill me?

I saw him getting in his car. I ran outside, and caught him just in time.

"What do you want?" He asked, clearly concerned already.
"I, uh, wanna join you." I stumbled.
"You need help, man." He said, getting in his car.
"I need you, Steve." I said, desperate.

He paused, and sighed. He stepped back out of his car, put his hands on my shoulders, and looked me dead in the eyes again. It was a different look in his eyes, though. One of worry, but for me, not himself.

"You need to get therapy. This isn't okay. Living out fantasies through other people? If you keep doing this, you're going to go insane, hell, you might ALREADY be insane." He said, stepping away from me, putting his hands through his hair, to reveal his hair wasn't real, it was just a wig. He tossed the wig onto the hood of his car.

He locked eyes with me again.

"Get help. Please. If you don't wanna get it for yourself, get it for me, man. Get it for your family, friends, whoever. You're not okay. Okay?" He asked me.

A pause.

"Anything for you, Steve." I replied.

A worried laugh.

"You'd do anything I told you to, huh?" He asked.
I eagerly nodded.
"You're lucky it's me then, and not some psychopath." He said, standing there.

He was clearly in deep thought, debating over what to do.

"Are you really gonna listen to me?" He asked.
I nodded yes.
"And where are we right now?" He asked.
"Hawkins, Indiana." I answered.

A loud sigh, and a turn away from me.

"What the hell am I doing?" He mumbled to himself.

A pause.

"Okay, fine. You can join the party. Get in the car." He said, nervously. I gladly hopped in the car for a ride.
"Thank you." I said, happily.

Steve typed in "Nearest hospital" on his GPS, and I couldn't wait for what adventures awaited us there.
